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Falstaff. Give me my rapier, bey.
DolL I pray thee, Jack, I pray thee, do not draw.
Falstaff [draws]. Get you down stairs.
[Bardolph seizes Pistol and forces him back towards
the door on the right; Falstaff follows behind
200 Hostess. Here's a goodly tumult! I'll forswear keeping
house, afore I'll be in these tirrits and frights.   [Falstaff
thrusts at Pistol} So! murder, I warrant now. Alas,
alas! put up your naked weapons, put up your naked
weapons.

[Bardolph pushes Pistol through the door, and
goes after. Falstaff sheathes his sword and
returns, panting and blowing, to his seat
DolL I pray thee, Jack, be quiet, the rascal's gone*
Ah, you whoreson little valiant villain, you,
Hostess. Are you not hurt i'the groin? methought a*
made a shrewd thrust at your belly.

BARDOLPH returns

Falstaff. Have you turned him out-a-doors ?
210 Bardolph. Yea, sir. The rascal's drunk, you have hurt
him, sir, i'th shoulder.

Falstaff. A rascal! to brave me!

Doll. Ah, you sweet little rogue, you! Alas, poor ape,
how thou sweat'st! come, let me wipe thy face, come on,
you whoreson chops: ah, rogue! i'faith, I love thee,
Thou art as valorous as Hector of Troy, worth five of
Agamemnon, and ten times better than, the Nine
Worthies. Ah, villain!                         [she fondles him

Falstaff. A rascally slave!   I will toss the rogue
220 in a blanket.

DolL Do, an thou darest for thy hear,t An thou dost,
PH canvass thee between a pair of sheets.